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THE ULTIMATE SOLDIEr MODERN SERIES 


M1037 Avenge 


Force 8e<on 


U.S. Modern 
Arctic 


©1998 21 ST CENTURY TOYS, INC., Alomeda, Californio 94501 USA. All Rights Reserved. Action figures not included. 
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PMrturiiig New and 
Confinued Stories By 

RICHARD CORBEN 
T0M6RINDBER6 
HILDEBRANDTBROS. 
ALEXHORLEY 
JOEJUSKO 
ELIO LEONE 
JAMES 

CHARLES VESS 


Issue #3 


With 
An Original 
Story By 

CAIMAN 

Illustrated By 

TONY DANIEL 












Make check or money 
order only poyoble to: 
Quantum Cot Entertainment 


.1JI9.501, 


>{$33.00) 


.3S7»OJ120 


QT TRQr'R TRIP save more than 30% OFF 

OVJOOVv'lXlOr^ the cover price! 


Have a full year 
of the HOTTEST 
illustrated fantasy 
magazine brought 
right to your door 
for only $16.50 
(four issues) 


A Letter From The Publishers 

We'd like to extend our thanks to everyone who was 
responsible for making Issue #1 a resounding success. This sec- 
ond issue brings you even more of the world's greatest creators 
all united in one magazine. Inside you will find sequential stories 
from fantasy legends such as Moebius^ The Hildebrandt Brothers 
and Lariy Elmore, an exciting Battle Chasers storyline from red- 
hot comic artist Joe Madureira and a thought provoking historical 
retrospective from Tony Harris. ...Also featured are two stories 
from fantastic writer Eiio Leone’Tflustrated by Alex Horley and 
Tom Grindberg and a preview of Alan Dean Foster's upcoming 
novel Carnivores Of Light And Darkness.’ " 

Our next issue will hit the stands in August featuring- cop-, 
tinuations of the Joe Jusko and Richard Corben stories from issue 
#1, continuations of the Hildebrandt Brother's creation as well as 
the two captivating Elio Leone stories featured ^W s.issue. plus 
*■ all new^ stories from Neil Caiman, Chatles Ve^af?d James 
Robinson. As with every issue, the i iijm >1 wH<nniT-itilli|foiiritMrr _ 
another one of Frank Frazetta's timeies? masterpieces on The 


Most importantly, we'd like to thank Frank Frazetta, the 
grand master o/ japtasy illustration, for being the heart of this 
rrtagazine and for setting the stan{dard of quality in each and 
every issue. We hope that you enjoy this issue and feel the emo- 
tion poured into every page by. each of the fantastic artists 
involved. By the-yfay, producing issue #1 was a blast! The pic- 
tures below were' taken in the middle of the print run at 
hmmm... let's say 4am? 
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Cover 

FranK Frazetia 
Kane on Ihe Golden Sea 
Publiahers 
James Breitbeil 
JoeHjr^sIey 

Art Director — 


4^9Vertisiog Manage- 
Joe Kingsley 

(jraphtc Design 
Rich Ponder 
Additional Colors/Lelters 
Atomic F*haraoh 


Separations 


Foreign Sales ^JUght^" 
Steve Schanes 






iNTASY COLLECTOR KNIFE 


Totqlly New and Original Arf,^' 

Featured on This Spectacular Shovi^idce. 
Rich With Sterling Silver Accents. 


A Limited Edition Collector Knife. 

Please mail by August 31, 1998. 
||1(r^ Knightsrrme Collecrions'" 

One Tower Road 
Media, PA 19063-5711 

Please enter my order for The Mistress of Fire . 
Boris Vallejo’s first fantasy collector knife. 

1 need SEND NO MONEY NOW, I will be billed 
S37.50* when my knife is ready to be shipped ttj me. 
Limit: one knife per collector. 

S3.9$for sh,ppt>{n and ha>idhnfl. 


World Prnnler by InternotionoHy-Adaimed Fantosy Artist Boris Vollejo. 


Shown lorger than ottud size of 
approxiiilately T (t7.7S cnt}. 


It's on exdosive original worii oFflrf by Borij Valtejo, the 
most widely (oliected ioittasy ortist of oor Aw. i^^woring 
lot the first lime on this coUectw knife. The felly sutured 
grip, accented with ster^f silver, takes the form of o 
Dragon with a ftory-rod trystal cobockon eye. The flame- 
shaped stainless steel Wade is emblazoned wftil a golden 
flame to symboiizeffsiiery breath. Andleiii ViReja's full- 
color depiction of The /Nrstress of Fimhui into the handle 
at the very heart of The Dragon. 

Importont os it Is exciting Ais 1$ Me VoRejo's first 
collector knife. A shewpecetOsMsure. h|*Umited Edition 
forever reslrkted to ps7 iS-mtiag days, lapertod, with | 
padded and zippered case. Ju^37.S0. 

SATtSFAGION GUARANnED.Tf you wish to r« 
you may do so w'rth'in 30 doyoofyour receipt cdi 
replacement, credit or refund. 




Conlents 



TheFallen 

byLarryElmore 


LesReparateurs 

, jj^oebius 


Brothers 


Infernu^rra II 

storyElioLeone 

ariAlexHorley 



CarnivoresOfLight 
^ Darkness 
bvAlanPeanF o^r 


byTonyHarris 



Todd McFarlane’s 


FRIDAY, MAY 15TH, MIDNIGHT HB© 


rr s NOT TV IT'S HBO 



ImI 

Wr llr 



www.hbo.com/spawn - 190(1 lk)iiifBn> OKpli:. jIlMMiiMil Iimhi Wjiikt I ntei t.iiniiifirl Cotmuiiv i 



KANE ON THE GOLDEN SEA 


The first major exhibition of Frazetta's art was held at the Penn-Stroud hotel in East 
Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania. The year was 1 977 and Frank's wife. Ellie, brought a fresh wet oil 
to the exhibit as a special surprise. That oil was Kane On The Golden Sea. 

Everyone in attendance was awe-struck and honored to see it first This work is an 
unqualified masterpiece and clearly displays frazetta's command of gesture as the heart of a 
composition. Everything flows from the imposing figure of Kane imperiously staring into the 
horizon. His figure is rock solid, yet wonderfully expressive. Kane's character is etched in that 
geometry of muscle; a hard world requires hard muscle to survive, to prevail. His intimidating 
right arm is brilliantly handled, taut, suffused with emotion; the prospect of battle has energized 
every muscle. The slightly raised finger is a virtuoso touch, indicating an eager tension, ready 
for action. Surrounding Kane the other elements reinforce the mood- a beautifully textured bil- 
lowing sail, rapidly darkening skies, and magically tinted seas that presage the wonders ahead. 
The screaming demon on the prow is a metaphor for Kane's soul- a hellish scream for battle. In 
this one composition, Frazetla combines the monumentality of Michaelangclo, the sublcty of 
Raphael, and the black vision of Goya. 

There are no secret potions, paints, or exotic instruments responsible for Frazetta's 
magic. He begins with an idea, sometimes that idea comes directly from a text. Frazetta 
demands a wide creative latitude for his interpretation of content and imagery. A small pencil 
drawing is sketched. If appropriate, Frazetta adds a bit of walercolor to this sketch to give it 
full form and to observe the effects of light. Often, even this coloring process is unnecessary 
and Frazetta moves directly to the easel, relying on his intuitive sense of color correctness. 

Frazetta paints with thin applications of oil mixed with a drying agent. Broad areas of 
color and broad lines are gradually made even more precise. Frazetta prefers to keep his inspi- 
ration fresh by avoiding photo reference and other crutches. Frazetta is the definition of the cre- 
ative artist; he outthinks everyone and outdraws everyone. He has no peer. Frazetta is a living 
national treasure. 


Dr. David Winiewicz 
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FANTASY AT IT’S BEST! 

UOJVT MISS THESE GREAT AEW MONTHLY SERIES! 


DAVPEZ 






<VDEZ ARTS INC. & ROJ 


IDAVDKART5! 




It is a time when chaos and order 
fight for supremacy. A time when 
frightened men huddle around 
their fires telling stories, that ^ 
though terrible and fantastic, ^ 
are true. ^ 


This is the time when legends 
wander across the land and 
death may sweep from the sla 
on terribre wings. 


There are a few who are supremt 
They are the beings of great 
renown. They are the purveyors 
unspeakable norrors. 


Art: Elmore * 
Story; Larry ^more 
Kevin dark 


FALLEN 



tItc ancient beast wasn't 


It's ability to cause terror and death 


luencbes the unnatural 
his unnatural creature. 




It was killing, purely for the pleasure it derives 
from the pain inflicted on things weaker and 
Jess cxjwerful than itself. 


Now she will come. 


r KETH'RAHN. ^ 
OF ALL My BRETHREN, 
ONLy HE CONSORTS 
k WITH DRAGONS. . 


WHEREVER I 
GO, IT'S 
ALWA/S THE 
. SAME. . 


MORE LIFE 
SENSELESSLy 
EXTINGUISHED. 






‘ NOT 
A CHILD. 


COULD IT MOVE 
THAT FAST? • 


BE CALM 
LITTLE ONE, 
rr WILL BE 
ALL RIGHT. 


• WHAT PURPOSE IS ■ 
THERE IN DESTROyiN© 
SUCH FRAGILE 
r BEINGS? , 



KETH'RAHN, 4 


y 1 SO HOPED you \ 


> HAD CHANGED. i 


C NOW, you DEAL 4 


^ WITH ME. JB '"^Bfl 








An overwheln 


lining rage consumes her 
5 the keep of Keth'Rahn. 
•orging steel, from the 
rage forms the knowledge 
las the power tojudge 
I and with that power 
1 great responsibili^- 


mg af'cJ 

(TTir.^ ir 


^ DBMACHLBUS, ^ 
you DON'T RBCOGNIZB MB? 
LOOK CLOSBR AND YOU WILL 
^ SBB YOUR DOOM. > 


This day, one of the 
brethren must fall. 


for orv^ 

■tritrgtf or b^^ort! 


MY8LADB IS 
MYTRI8UTB, YOU 
SCALY 8ASTARD! 
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DB'NALIA/ 


KETH'RAHN. 


WHY HAVE YOU 
DONE THIS? 


you MUST BE STOPPED/ ^ 
I WILL STAND By NO LONGER 
AND ALLOW yOU REVEL IN yoUR 
V DEPRAVED DESIRES. ^ 


< WHAT IS IT THAT 
YOU ACCUSE OF ME, 
V MY SISTER? . 


THIS DAy 

r I HAVE SEEN yoUR HAND ” 
AT WORK, you UNLEASHED THE 
BEAST TO PERFORM ATROCITIES 
^ UPON THE INNOCENTS OF ^ 
THIS LAND. 


^ ...AND NO “ 
LONGER CALL 
.ME SISTER! A 


YOUR TRAVELS 
HAVE ADDLED 
YOUR BRAIN. 


YOUR 

EMOTIONS HAVE ' 
TAKEN COMMAND. 
K OF YOU. y 


DESMACHXOUS 

^ HAS NOT HUNTED IN A X. 

FORTNIGHT. THIS IS MY LAND AND ' 
THESE ARE MY PEOPLE, I WOULD NOT 
DESTROY THAT WHICH IS ALREADY . 
^ MINE, NOR WOULD I ALLOW ^ 
DESMACHXOUS.^_„^^^ 


ARE YOU SO VAIN ^ 
TO THINK THAT YOU 
CANNOT BE MISTAKEN? 


THINK ABOUT 

^ m ^ 




■^1 HAVE THOUGHT^ 
ABOUT IT AND /OUR 
LIES WILL NOT 
^ SWA/ ME/ ^ 


you?! 


CONDEMN 




I CURSE THE WILD > 
' HEART THAT CAUSED /OU TO 
LEAVE, YET IT IS JUST THIS THINS 
THAT FUELS MY DESIRE... I AM 
L INCOMPLETEWITHOUTYOU. > 


WHY? WHY DID YOU TRICK 
ME INTO KILLING KETH'RAHN? 
. WHY DIDNT YOU DO IT? 


r yPUR PASSION is intoxicating. ^ 
WATCHING you wield YOUR WRATH 
IN SELF-RIGHTEOUS FURY ONLY FUELS 
MY CRAVING TO BE WITH YOU. 
KETH'RAHN WAS BUT A CHANCE FOR 
S. ME TO SHOW YOU THAT YOU WILL . 
ALWAYS BELONG... WIITH ME. ^ 


GO AHEAD AND ” 
HIDE YOUR TREACHERY 
BEHIND ENTICING WORDS, 
BUT YOUR LIES ARE LAID 
BARE BEFORE ME. WILL NEVER 
S. BE WITH YOU AGAIN. 


.REDEMPTION? 


YET, WE ARE 
SO MUCH ALIKE, 
YOU AND r. 


f MY DESTINY > 
IS MINE TO DO 
WITH AS r WILL, AND 
X CHOOSE WOr TO 
L BE WITH YOU. a 


} lAM 
NOTHING LIKE YPU, 
MORNINSSTAR. 
Sw I SEEK... ^ 


r WHEN YOU 
DECIDED TO JOIN 
WITH ME, YOU SEALED 
YOUR DESTINY. 


(Jnlilce mortal men, there \ 
salvation for her, but time 
:r side. Perhaps somehow s 
attain her redemption... Al 
she had the time left on < 


SOONER OR LATER 
YOU WILL BE MINE 
AGAIN... MY SWEET 
. DE'NALIA . 


FRAZETTA BOOKS and PRINTS 



"Frazetta" - Book One 

72 pages, full color, 

S29.95 plus $5.00 shipping and hondling 



"FrazeHo: The Living Legend" 

96 poges, block end white, 

$ 1 5.00 plus $5.00 shipping and handlin9 



Print#148 Beauty and the Beost 




ONLY 

$ 10.00 

each. 

Add $5.00 shipping end handling 
for 5 prints or Jess within the continentol US. 
(All Qihers additional posloge lequired.) 

PRINTS CATALOG #3 

16 poge cotalog with 
Send $5.00 for postogs and handling. 
Moke checks payable to Frazetta Prints 
US Currency only. 










Wf Also HAVE OVER 1 MILLION COMICS IN STOCK! 


PHOENIX CHANDLER 

3029 W. Peoria • Suite CC • Phoenix. AZ 65021 59S5 West Ray* Suile19 • Chandler, A2 85226 


MESA 

1316W. Southern' Suite 1* Mesa, AZ 8S202 


ill 
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INTRODUCTORY OFFER! 



SUBSCRIBE TO THE HOTTEST 
ILLUSTRATED FANTASY MAGAZINE 
AND SAVE OVER 



THE COVER PRICE. 

4 issues for $1 6.50 

(quarterly) 

•Caroda (J 1 9 50|, Ovetwas |$33.00) 
US bnds only 








Tlu* Lej>endary Monsters Return. 

IV Vr.ink< nMi in-Tlu' I’hiuiliiru of ihi' Opcr.i~'['lM' Muiiimv- TKi- Si 
' K'lir Now t-lrts»ii' Monstt-r t'lavwli fixnn Mcl'arljiic Toy» 





Les Reparateurs 

(The Repairmen) 
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a tecHNO-gotHic faNtasy aoveNtuRe RomaNce 

BROugHt to you By Jim Lee • scott wiLLiams 
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Ol/TLAU UA^OCeM. 


WHATCHA 

KAOW'’ 


HmmTZT - Rn inTERESTinc 
TEXT on RVIRn HURTinB 
mETHODDLOGY - LURlTTEH BY 
RR IBDBRRIRn nRTURRLIST. 
tT 15 FILLED LUITH THE mD5T 
FRSCinRTIRG DBBERVRTlOnS • 
CRRE TD HERR R FELU? 


OHH~^ 
NO, THAT6 
s. OKAY. > 


SKILL IS A DOU STONE 


SETBIPOF/W' 
IMPeeFECTIONS. 
I'M NEW TO THIS 
HEBO STUFF -- 
SOMETIMES! 

L FEEL... OUT . 
^.^PLAC®.^ 


BOCK? 


^TOism:x-^ 

Fallows ME TO \ 

CLEANSE HV SUIOCT, 
EBASINS THE 
SLISHTBST 
» IW»Eia=ECTIONS y 


<jeBAuy^ 

UIEBE YOU ALWAYS 
THIS TOUSH. EVEN 
^ AS A K/P?/ ^ 


^COO«fii65l6^m 
^ SOMETHINS THAT ' 
CANT BE TAUSHT- 
AND YOU SULLY, ABE 


^ I WISH 
HAP ONE OF 
THOSE 
.STONES , 



7 SfflZBISON-r > 
rSTlU. HMBSOmCM 
TO letm. •Beerro, 

vocee A UAIZ60UEM - 

, YOU Musrve Been in 

\ SOMEMAJCW . 

\Mme6,HUH? i 


rrs NOT AUtlAVS 
WHO^THETOOSHe6T, 
duav. AS A MAerUM. 
PALAVH rve Been 

TI2AINSP N AU- FOKMS 
OF COMBAT- 








Siv«‘ 



liw 







* 

‘m 

















^ ineu&mzs 
THAT W« /i6 
THOUGH IT WAS 
V yeSTCEPAV --^ 


HmmZZT... YE5, THIS 
15 TRUE - HOUJEVER 
mV 5TDRY 15 FRR 
mORE TRAGIC. 


fTlY BRETHREn 
Ana 1 LUERE 
CHEATED TD BE 
GREAT EPGinES 
□F lURR. OUR TR5K - 
TD ERROICRTE THE 
THREAT OF mVRSIOn 
BY RA ARFRY DF 
PDUJERFUL 
FT1HRRUDER5. 
soon AFTER DUR 
VICTORY. THE VERY 
PEOPLE UJE UJERE 
BUILT TD PROTECT. 
BEGRA TO FEPH OUR 
VAST DESTRUCTIVE 
CAPABILITIES. lilE 
LUERE HUATEO 
OOLUA - DESTROYED 
DA SIGHT. EVERY 
LR5T DAE DF U5, 
DRIVED TD 
EXTIACTIOn. IF DOT 
FOR KADLRA'5 
KIADAESS lA 
OFFERIAG rriE 
SHELTER I TOD 
UJOULD HAVE 
PERISHED, in THE 
mRAY YEARS 
FDLLDLUIAG THAT 
SEASELESS LUAR. 

1 HAVE LEARAED 
DAE imPORTRAT 
LESSOn - 
mERAIAGLESS 
OESTRUCTIOA IS 
A UJA5TE OF 
PRECIOUS LIFE. 
DAE mUST REPLACE 
lUHAT DAE HAS 
DESTROYED. 
THIS IS THE CODE 
I nOlU LIVE BY. 




I uooK 

r AT VOO SOME > 
TIMeS ~ THE 
Fiee IN evE6 -- 

I see vee OLD man. 
yOOVB ©OT A tor , 
k OFAWIN J 

you. 












THESE IS A EE4S(» HE 
WAS CAUEO •mes^fCAr 
AAAMUS '6UUy. THESE 
WAStfTATMSATTOO 
6SEAT FOS tOM TO FACE. . 





^CAUBeerro 

ru TAKE THE ' 

pomr, covEC me/ 

V KNOUW HAN6 > 

v; 


FATHER, I KNOW VOU'BE 
JjJATCHINE - 7MS ONe'S^ 

^^><ae you/ 


STAND BACK 
V SWS/^ 





O '.V. cw 

■’"4 
















Yim 



8m"*7 


i ”1:^ 




Goes 

ANOWBR 

SOLAR 

^SA/L/^ 


CHICK, 
om Me THE 
TRJFORUM! 


^ we ^ 

PARKIN' 

8ASTARRS! 


CARNl 


Created and written by 
Greg Hildebrandt, 
Tim Hildebrandt and 
Greg. Hildebrandt, Jr. 
Edited by Glenn Herdling 
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F BRAIN'S SHIP IS ■ 



^^^^^^^GAININ' ON US! 



we SUN'S 


7/TT k"i B 

1 ALMOST GONe! ^ 



LOSIN^W ^^llll 





.^HeR^^^^k 




IP we BRAIN 
irETs rr, rr '6 
OVBR! 


PIRATB SCUM! 
we 80ARR YOU 
NOW! ^ 


we' Re PONe for! 
we' Re PONe for! 


crick, 

MAN THE 
CAUSOhi 
^UKOhi! 


FIRE 

ONAf/ 

COmAW! 


THEy'RE 
&CJNNA 
i/5 OUTTA 
w THE SKV.'^ 


^/E, 

A/E, 

CAP'N.' 


weep!l 

THEy 

/ AINTPOIN' ) 
^NOWIN'! J 
^ AT LEAST ^ 
NOT 'TILL THEy 
OET THE 
^TR/FORUM!^ 
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KtW /Hf£V, ) 

A 

“/ / V 



’0^^^NOVA!J^ 






WH/iT TWe 
' fAPX ARE you 
^ &uys WAITIN' 
FOR?/_^ 

l^S >4 

BLAST 'BM! 

I WANT 

sgL /*fy MONBY! 


YNOBo^y\ 
' (JETS ’ 
ANYTNINQ 
'TILL TWE 
TRIFOOJM'S 
SAFB 
ANP i 
(KSOL/NP/A 


THAT'S AU 
you EVER "miNK 
ABOLIT, CHOPPER- 
. MONBY! . 


INNAMBOF 
OYBRLORP BRAIN- 
THROW POWN 
YOUR WBAPONS! 


HANP OVER 
TRIFORUM 
you STOLE, 
NOVA! 


THE 

SHAPOW, 

ENFOROER/ 


FOUNP 
. IT' 


TALK. TALK, 
TALK 




OOF! 


OUTTA 

MY 

WAY! 


Finei! 


AYB. AYS. 
CAP'N! 


CHICK. 

THBIR GUNS! 



■^>V ^ #-ir mt \ / 


GAK! 




SkXgsEiHH 



PARiy 

Tmef 


CHICK! 


TH£ GRAPPUNC 
HOOKS! 


yes. 

MA'AM! 


^ BAU 
SQUISH 
•BM 

L FLAT! . 


Wi 



w m 




W NOVA! Y 
^ TweRe's 
WHOLB FLeer 
OF RAZORBACKS 
. comw! . 


i&'^Sa ooNB \ J K 1 

iW IPONE } 
FOR! Jj^ 

AU HANOS^^k 
BELOW! ^ 

^ — ■k^^‘jsle\ "T“’C2aiMi 1 

FiiEPARE^^^ 
TO Q!VE! 

^r bau\^^ An 1 

■ WANNA ' lllM ^ 1 

■ SQUISH . y 1 1 

'EM! \ ^ y 1 

puMPEP 1 


^^^^^OETREApy^^^Sj^^^- 1 

MORF^! ^ ■ 


1 









FORWARD THRUSTSRS! 
^ eNGAQB MORPH! ^ 


WHAT ABOUT 

suecH?! 


NOVA! 





BMCB 

fOR 

mPACT! 






[Dj 

Jj 






CONTINUBQ. 








Visit the Frank 
Frazetta Fantasy 


ACULAR CON EVENT EVER! 


Mike Allred* 
Dan Brereten* 

J. Scon Campbeir 
Tony Daniel 
Alan Davis* 
Steven Hnghes* 
lee Jnskn 
Adam Knberl 
Jim lee 

I Dob lieleld 
I JosepbLinsner* 
r David Mack 
h. » and more to 


Joe Madnreira 
Jimmy Palmioni 
Whilce Portacio* 
Randy Qneen 
Jne Qnesada 
Hnmberto Ramns* 
John Rnmiia Jr.* 
Alex Ross 
Marc Sihieslti* 
Billy mcci 
Mike Turner 
Mike VHieringo 
be announced! 


KIDS 10 FREE! 


I For advance tickets, call 

1 - 800 - 690-1669 

1 TIcKets 1-Dav 3-Day 

Adult m S4Q 

I Children 10 & under FREE^ FREEF 

! Uilh At iKidnM if on oihK lIckeL 


Povnem must be Included with oil orders. Send check or 


Advance ticket ordeis will receive a 
Cliffhonger *0 exclusive voriont 
comic book (with art b/J. Scott 
Campbell. Joe Hodureire and 
Humberto Ramos] and early VIP 
admission ta the beta le the 
doors open to the general puUic 
(Sol and Sun. only). 

For travel and hotel 




orders 

received by 6/M kll 



r picku 

ip ot the door. All orders , ^ 

1^' k' 


iiiii.dii 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniHiii'ii 

sil US ONLINE AT UWW.WIZAH 

m 







mTH, PBSmCTION, CONQUBSTANUPOmRi 
APHROQISIACS FOR SOm... mCBSSITies FOR W TRULY BVIL. 



mm.weuoi.eoNe mwALexHoaev (P&RT tl} 


S£ 


... 



WAOIN& THROUiSH THE Cfi.WM&t, 
lORO y'BDR'S VICI0U6 BUTCHER 
H4S A SINGULAR GOAL IN MINO. 


TO FINP ONB UVING 
AMDNOST THE REAP. 




• WMT ■ 
' ^ pmFUl, 
excuse for 
> i^oeR. . 


•THE 6TENCH OF PEATH PERVAPES THE 
AIR...VET A FLICKER OF LIFE CANMPT ‘ 
‘ ESCAPE A HARBINCER OF PDOM. 


PLBASe. 

1 8ea Of you. 
spfKB me My 
samfuwRB. 


COWARP! 


W!U SHOW you^^ 
NO COMPASSION, YOUR 
UFB, IF YOU'P LUee TO CALL 
^ rr THAT. IS IN THB HANPS 
^ OF LORD rSOR. ^ 


r WAVE ALL THE > 
TREASURE I PE6IRE... 
THANKS TO INSOLENT 
IPIOT5 LIKE yOURSELP., 
YOU SHOULD HAVe 
joiNeouswHeN 
V YOUHADTHe A 

N. CHANCe. 



^ mse 

PEATH IS CERTAINl/ 

THE /W7RE PAIATABUE 
^ CMPICE. 

1^^^ TAKE HIM BACK TO TH^^ 
CAMP. IF HE SURVIVES THE 
INTERROOATIOH INTROPUCE 
HIM TO HIS FELLOW ^ 
SLAVES, 


r A MOUSE HE IS,..^ 
HE ASKEP ME TO ENP 
HIS MISERABLE LIFE 
^ RATHER THAN i 

^ FACE you. 


Y CYRUS../^ 
{JOIN MB FOR 
\ A MOMBNT^ 


I WANT 

r YOU TO BB AT MY 
SIRB TOMORROW. OUR 
TASK IS NEAR COMPLETION. 
. PO YOU THINICTReY HAVe 
ANYIPSA? 


reHHAPS A Few “ 
eNUOHTBNeP INPIYIPUALS 
HAVE NOnCEP OUR ACTlVrTY... 
BUTTReiR nmoRies w/u ae 
W OISCAROea AS LUNACY, a 





AUGUST 3, 1999. AN ISOUTgp 
eCVeRNMENT B£SeARi:H CgMTER IN 
THE MOUNTAINS Op NORTHERN CAUIFORNW. 


F HO HUM... ■■ 

LOOKS LIKE ANOTHER ‘ 

'momentous pa/ in the 

LIFE OF A OCVERNMENT 
’ RESEARCH ANAU/ST, 


I COULP USE 
ANOTHER CUP OF 
COPFEE-.HOW 'BOUT 


NO THANKS... 

I'M WIRED ENOUOH.. 
NO MORE CAFFEINE 
.. FOR ME. 


surryouHSELF.. 
MORE FOR Mor. 


WHAT IS rr? 


GeTOVBRHBBe 
^ NOW! A 


r rrs that same N 
RHYTHMIC OUAKE ACTMT/ 
JUST ABOVE THE 
MANUE. 


WHAT REOION 
IS IT IN 
. THIS TIME? 


RIGHT UNPER 
. MOSCOW! ! 





7-.00AM THE NEXT MORNING AT A 
PWE-SIPEP 8UIUPIN5 IN WASHINi>T<PN PC. 


^ THE tJENERAU ^ 
HAS BEEN ANXK7U6ty 
AWAITINC/ yOlR i 
^ ARRIVAL. 


rr SEEMS THEV 
FINALiy PECIPEP TO 
JAKE ME SERIOUSLy. 


^ LOOKS LIKE ^ 
fl HAVE A CAPTIVe] 
\^UV\eNCi. 


r I 

DISAPPOINT 
^ip I WERE yoij^ 


600P MORNING 


GENTLSMeN. 


^ WHAT I'M OOINO 
TO SHARE WrTH VOU TOPAV ' 
IS ALARMING, ANP FRANKLV 
I BELIEVE rr TO BE AN 
IMMEDIATE THREAT TO . 
V OUR NATIONAL y 




Affe you 

' TRYINQ TO reu ^ 
US THAT THS BUSSIANS 
V. ABB 8BHIN0 THIS? _/ 


UNTIU ^S. 
f TWIS MOR^II^(J X 
r HAP m SUSPICION6, ' 
BUT THB SAME ACTIVnY 
HAS JUST BEGUN . 
UNDERNEATH I. 
/ MOSCOW. 


mr so WHAT ^IB 

f ARE you SAViNO ^ 
PROFESSOR? 

I FINP /OUR 
RESULTS IWTER£ST1N(?, 
BUT I PCNT SEE HOW rT 
AFFECTS THE MILITARy 
V POSITION OF THE a 
] UNrTEP STATES. ^ 


SOMEPORCE ^ 
IS IHTEHTIONAUy 
CAUSING THIS... ITS 
^ NOT A NATURAL ^ 
OCCURRENCE.^. 


MY CONCLUSION 
. IS THAT... . 


mm 
mr PLom^ 




TWO miLSS SeNBATH MOSCOW. SOUO BOCH 
CJiUMSLSS AS 30,000 TONS OF We BABTH'S 
FWBST MBTALS ANO AUOYS SORBS UFWARR. 


FOR YEARS MAN HAS CONCBNTRATBR 
'HIS BFFOBTS SEARCHING THE HEA YENS 
FOR SIGNS OF INTELLIGENT LIFE. 


SOMETIMES WHAT WE ARE SEARCHING 
FOR IS RIGHT BELOW OUR NOSE. 







1 A10VE yVUR 
LAZY ASSES! THE 
LORD WILL HAVE YOUR 
HEADS IF THIS TUNNEL 
ISN'T FINISHED BY THE, 
_ FOURTH FLOW. ’ 


Y WE'RE WOR*C/NE^ 
AS PASTAS WE CAN. 
WE HAVEN'T EATEN OR, 

V RBSTEP IN PAYS! A 


A YOU WILL WORK ^ 
i UNTIL I TELL KlU TO * 
STOP, YOU WILL EAT WHEN 
I SAY YOU CAN EAT, AND YOU 
■ WILL DIE WHEN I DECIDE 
r IT'S TIME TO END YOUR . 
PITIFUL LIVES. ' 


!* BUT MY LORD, i 
i HE WAS REFUSINS TO 
iWORKAND INCfTINS THE' 
'i OTHER SLAVES TO , 
DISOBEY ME. J 


NOW 

' YOUPIEUKE 1 
AN ANIMAL. NO ONE 
, PEPIES ME OR MY j 
k. PURPOSE. 


we CAN'T ^ 

^ CONVNUe WORKING 
UNP6B THESB CONPmONS. 

WE'RE TREATED 
X. LIKE ANIMALS, 


0JVe 

ME THE 
WHIP. 



wiTW &acH PASsm oay, 

' THE RESISTANCE TO LORP 
Y'BOR WEAKENS. 

THE REMAINING FEW 
HAVE UNITEP TO PRAFT 
THEIR FINAL PLANS. 


GFT ^N. 

^ TNese sLAves eactc ^ 

TO WORK... THIS rUNNeC 
WIU BE PONE WHEN I 
^RETURN, OR you WIU . 
AAL PIE. 


r IT IS OUR ONL/^ 
HOPE FOR SURVIVAL. 
OUR RESISTANCE IS 
^ FINISHEP. ^ 


f SENTRIES WILL ~ 

EASILY SPY ANY OROANIZEP 
MOVEMENT. IT MUST BE 
^ ONE OR TWO ^ 

AT MOST. 


HOW PO X 
we FINP THE 
RIOHT TUNNEL? 

>1A'C> WHO . 
^W!U 60 ? M 


tKNOWTHE^^ 
' EXACT LOCATION OF 
THE HIPPEN PASSAGE. 
AS A SUNS TO Y'BOR IN 
MY YOUTH, I PELIVEREP 
V SUPPLIES TO THE 
fS. OUARPS. 


" YOU WILL GO. ' 
ANP WITH YOU SHALL 
. LIVE THE HOPES OF . 
V. OUR PEOPLE. ^ 


WIU. 


WHAT MAKES YOU 
THINK you CAN 
V SUCCEEP? y 


T WILL NEEP ONE 1 
OTHER WARRIOR TO 
ACCOPIPAW PS WHO IS 
WILLING TO SACRIFICE , 
L HIS LIFE. ^ 


) ANP XJ 

f THAT WILL BE ME, ' 
OF COURSE. THIS DLP 
WARRIOR WOULP LIKE 
■ TO SPILL HIS ENEMY'S 
L BLOOP ONCE A 
MORE. 






^THeHE />PPe/^RS TO BE ^ 
MORE THAN W£ ANTICIPATEP, 
LEre TAKE OUT AS MAN/ 
^ AS we CAN FROM AFAR^ 


6000 ... S 
THEN I Will. CHAHOe 
AND DISTRACT THEM FROM 
THE ENTRANCE-.yOU WAIT 
V FOR AN OPENIN&. > 


MOW IS YOUR 
AIM OU! MAN? 


^ WATCM 
ANPL£ARN. 








SBm 







YOUfira 
OVF... . 


SPE TMC 
ITGHT OF 

pay... > 


'Vow AW 
or 

V usss^ y 



^ YOU ^ 
PIONOTWeiN 
VAIN. YOUR HOPS 
SUAI.L. uve 
\.wrrniNME. < 


TWe YOUH& W/aRRIOR PliJWTS weuL. Twe spirit of 
TWE OtP MAM SUROeS IJOW WITHIN HIM. 


THOUSANDS OF STEPS BECKON. THE 
LONG ASCENT TO SALVATION BEGINS. 


I OUR WORUP WELCOMES A NEW VISTOR. 


t'D 




ikAj 

L > 

ICw»Si 

‘ SUNLIGHT STREAMS ACROSS THE YOUNG 
WARRIORS BOIJy. INVIGORATEP WITH HENEWEP * 
HOPE, HE APPROACHES ANOTHER WORLP. 



3 *^®* ' 


-j. 




FANTASTIC ART From MORPHEUS! 





FIELDS 






j MIND FIELDS BY JACEK YERKA 

STORIES BY HARLAN ELLISON 
10 " X 12 ' SOFTCOVER BOOK 
$24.95 


H.R. GIGER-S NECRONOMICON 
12" X 17' HARDCOVER BOOK 
$69.50 

34 amazing paintings by World 
Fantasy Award-winner Jacek Yerka 
accompanied by 33 original new 
stories by Harlan EUison! 

1 HL AUE\ UFF OF WAYSJl BARLOW 
10 >; 12' .SOI TCOVFR BOOK 


Send your clearly written order along with your name, address, daytime phone number and check or money order to: 
Quantum Cat Entertainment, Inc., PO Box 3120, Winter Park, FL 32790. PLEASE INCLUDE A SIGNED STATEMENT 
INDICATING THAT YOU ARE AT LEAST 1 8 YEARS OF AGE. 

I WOUUD LIKE TO OROERTHE FOLLOWING ITEMS: 

NAME 

ITEM PRICE 

STREET ITEM PRICE 

ITEM PRICE 

CITY STATE ZIP 

ITEM PRICE. 

ITEM PRICE 

SHIPPING AND SALES TAX 

TOTAL PRICE 


I DAYTIME PHONE _ 


_ AGE STATEMENT_ 
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TOK/0 3-.00 PJ*. 


A NEW MQVBftCAi^ 
PEAl-ERSHIP IN THE 
HEART OF THE CIT^ 


'NePBARB TROSB 7NATNA'/B. 
ANP THOSB THATHA\/B NOT. 


HeyK/p,^\ 
you've 60T TO 
eeoLPBNOuoH 
TOFLyoNero 
\ Buy ONB. V 


ENTERPRISING INOMPUALS 
FINP A WAY TO HAVE 


' I'M NOT > 
BUyiNG, BUT 
I MIGHT BE 
^FL-yiNGI / 


THBPJSK-. GREAT, 

TMB RBWARP-. MORE T>1AN MOST 
APUUTS WILL MAKE IN A COUPLE MONTHS. 


SURE THING 
^ SUCK. ^ 


WRITTEN SY BUO UBONB 
ART BY TOM GRlNPBBRl 
COLORS BY BRAPVANCATA 



jRl 




m 


3z 




1 ^ 





\M w^m 







TEN... ELeveN 
T'M SOOOO 
600 P... . 


POURTEEN, 

FIFTEEN... 

SIXTEEN.. 




' NINETEEN...^ 
UXE T/JXIN5 
CANCY FROM 
k A eABV.^ 






J0RP4N AF?=ROACHeS TOK/O'S 
LAUGBSTCHOP SHOP... 


f m PEARLY 
i?ATE5, OPSN 
' SeSAMS. 


' TWEY 
NBVSR 
.LISTEN. 


OWNEP AMO OPERATED 8Y HONG, 
THE MOST NOTOHiOUS HOYEROAR 
BLACK AWRKETEgR IN "WE CTTY. 


THAT S A 

' THOSE WERE JUST 
PELIYEHED yeSTBPeAY. 
k HOW'P YA SCORE y 
THAT? 


T KNOW I'M THE 
BeST...'HVti PO YOU 
L THINK I OET PAID 
^ THE MOST. ^ 


sweer Rjog! ... 

HONO IS WAfTlNO 
FOR YOU, 

^ Lers oo.^ 



FUSHy ARAWNI SiitT, PANCV FEPORA A CANE JUST 
FOR EFFECT.. .HONO UKES TO STA/ CUEAN. HIS KIDS 
DO THE PIRTy WORK, AS THERE ARE NO CHILD LABOR 
LAWS PERTAINING TO THEFT AS A PROFESSION. 


COMB IN. 


NO THANKS, 
V'n. SEEN 
MySELF PLENTy 
^ OF TIMES 


|r HERE yOU^ 
ARE LITTLE ONE, 

, LBAVBUS 


HCNG'S EXTENSIVE AHRAy OF UNDETECTABLE 
SURVEILLANCE EQUIPMENT THROUGHOUT THE OXi 
ALLOWS HIM TO KEEP A TIGHT REIGN ON HIS 
EMPLOVEES AND A WATCHFUL EVE ON HIS COMPEfTTlON. 


^ HAVE A SEAT ^ 
JORDAN. yOU'HE THE 
eeST I HAVE - 
^ MyPBOTeGB. 


I MUST SAy THOUGH, 
iOMRAOe IS BEGINNING 
TO COMPROMISE yOUR 
ANONyMITY. ^ 


r yoU'VE BEEN 
VALUABLE TO NB. UORt 
LIKE A SON THAN ONE OF 
My THIEVES. BUT, IT 
k IS TIME FOR you TO J 
MOVE ON._^,a^ 


BUT WHAT 
W/UZPO? 


r you ARE VERy > 
RESOURCEFUL, ANO THIS 
SHALL GIVE YOU A 
Tv Sr-ART. 


r IT YOU'HE 
BECOMING A MINOR 
CELEBRiry WITH THE 
^ LOCAL POLICE. . 
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peBRUARY 2103. ZO YE^SRS t-ATER - SOMEWHERE 
IN TWE AVroOtfA MlAYY. JORPAN HAS FOUNP A NEW 
METHOD OF SUPPDRTINO HIMSELF. - 


r HOPE WE'RE^ 
NOT RISKINtF OUR 
SKINS ON A TANKER 
FULL Op SKfTCH 
JUICE A5AIN- A 


JOOL^^^M 
^ ASSURED ME ^ 

THAT THIS CAR^ WILL 
BE WORTH fT, DAMIAN. 

IF ITS NOT WHAT I THINK 
U IT IS, I'LL HA\/£ A 

HIS HIDE. 


UNTIL ABOUT 20 YEARS ASO, THE METHODS OF 
SPACE TRAVEL WERE RELATIVELY FUNDAMENTAL 
AND SIMILAR TO THOSE OF THE 21ST CENTURY. 


) n//S IS A AN OPP/C/Al^ 
CARGO YBSSBL, ^OTBCTBR 
BY TNB LSAGUe OP PLANeTS, 
STATS YOUR lUTSUT/ONS > 
“V mMSPIATSLY. fe 


^ VIMS IS MONSY”, AS THEY SAY IN BUSINESS, 
AND THE RACE WAS C»0 TO SYNTHESIZE THE 
PERFECT FUEL AND DEVELOP THE FASTEST ENOINE. 
REPUCINS TRANSPORT TIME FOR INTERPLANETARY 
COMMERCE BY A FEW PAYS REALIZED FORTUNES 
. FOR THE SHIPPING CONSUOMERATES. 


nammxEnr 


Y^^OT RESIST ^ 
XanQ we WIU SPARS 
^ YOUR Lives. 


YOUUAVe 
SOMSTMINO 
^e wAAiri 


^ THEIR 
^ OUTER WEAPONS WILL ^ 
^ BE OUT FOR FIVE MINUTES, ’ 
I FROZE THEIR CANNONS WITH 
. THE NITROUS ORENADES. i 
^ WE'LL HAVE TO MOVE .A 
P'lST. 


^ W£LL?> 
ARE THEIR 
WEAPONS 
DISABLEP?_^ 


A LONELY PLANET IN A DISTANT SECTOR 
HOUSED THE SOLUTTON.-AND AN AMBITIOUS 
MAN FROM EARTH HAD THE MEANS. 



I FROTecTi\/e 

PBPBNseS ARB POWN! 

THIS IS A RBP ALBRTt 
^ MAN YOUR STA TIONSt 


n'S TIMfi 

we WEN 

OUR VCY. 


30ffe^ 

Amv!, 



excuse 

.MS? 


YOU KNOW 
WKflT r M£AH 

sweeTHextrr. 


we've Gor^^ 
TBN M/Nures 
T/u TueyneGAiN 
CONSdOUSNeSS. 


SHOUUP Be JU5T^ 
INSIPg THIS POC«. 

'U T/SK6 THE HONORS 
IF YOU PONT MINP, 

AJAY. ^ 


I YOU ^ 
^JUST UOVE TO 
BE PRflAWnC, 
^PON'T you^ 


r es WAT ^ 

WHAT J THINK 

V ms? A 


r ters OET OUT of ^ 

HERE BEFORE THE CAVAUR/ 
ARRIVES ANP 0ET5 A FIX ON 
^ OUR WARP PESTINATiON. 





PLANET VEUTOU...O\XTUNi 
PUSN6T IN TWe OCOtt (?ALAXy, 


LOOXS^ 
UX6 TH£y’R£ 
EXPECTING US. 


BUSCK AWHKETEERS H/JV’E BE«X)ME 
SLI^RTUV' MORE 4W4NCE0. 


TIAAE TC?' 
SEE <3N CUP 
FRIENP. 


PIPNT THINK 
you H/IP mi 
V FRiENPS. V 
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so 



, lony 


KAy ; 


iPLAce 

Of 

t>gipq 





wi^<- 

\ 'Iv 


.■JK'''M. 

m. A 

M^m 






IP 



1 3 am ofraib. \ J 


K 

% 

' / o 1 




Can B ^0 to m,i/ fjome 

SIH ^ ^ 

wife B cannot 


_ master fear? 





f! iDoufb ttttfjcT cut t^c ton<)uc 
from mij mout^ t^an to k 
spcaft tfjosc tcorbs. £ 





fear Is a simple one. 
cA fear of peace, 
of Geing ibfe after t^e 
V roars Ijacc stoppeb, 




an ofb, Cittcr wtetc^ 
spouting granb tafes of tear anb 
bfoob. 

•SRiDers of it, 

^tging tfjot toatj is not for me.... 
^ cA toarrior. 





arc many mays anb 
pfaccs to b(c. / 

pfacc. ^ 

n^crc, 

'Kom. 

3t mas yoob cnouglj for my father 
anb mij father's fatfjers. > 






'But t^e^j arc aff gone. 







CARNIVORES OF LIGHT 
AND DARKNESS 

(An Excerpt) 

By Alan Dean Foster 

Art by Keith Parkinson 
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tWg by Tt-ronx, Inc. 



It was the morning after the 

SENSUOUS SECOND FULL MOON of 
Telengarra, which heralds the 
coming of the spring rains, when 
little Colai came running into the 
village to cry that tliere were dead 
people washing up on the beach. 
And not just dead people, but 
people of unnatural aspect attired 
in strange clothes, whose pale 
faces were unmarked by ritual 
scars yet sometimes overgrown 
with hair. 

Most of the village was not yet 
awake when the frantic boy came 
running and shrieking past the 
houses. At first his mother 
thought it was a trick. She caught 
him and shook him, angry that he 
should disturb everyone’s morn- 
ing for the sake of a joke. Then 
she saw something that, like a 
piece of gilt, had become caught 
at tlte bottom of his eyes, and 
stopped shaking him. Together 
they hurried to the house of the 
chief. 

Asab was just emerging as they 
arrived. He fumbled to adjust his 
fine musa-skin cloak with the 
impressive dark blue stripes and 
the phophilant headdress with its 
sweeping crest of intense red and 
yellow feathers. He was clearly 
upset at having been rousted from 
his sleep before norma! cockcrow. 
Hastily donned, his headdress 
kept threatening to slip from his 
head. 

"I saw them. I saw them!" In 
addition to Asab, a crowd had 
begun to gather around Colai and 
his mother as the boy declaimed 
breathlessly. 

“Now, child,” the chief intoned 
solemnly, “what is it you think 
you have seen?" Other men and a 
few of the women clustered close, 
rubbing sleep from their eyes 


while fighting back the sour 
morning taste of recent dreams. 

“Dead people. Chief Asab! 
Many of them, very different 
from us." The boy barely paused 
for air as he turned and pointed. 
“On the beach. Above where the 
mussels and the tyrex shells 
grow!” 

Sleepy faces glistening with a 
reluctance to believe turned to the 
tall, lanky head of the village. 
Asab briefly considered the 
child’s harangue before finally 
frowning down at the anxious, 
panting youdi. 

“We will go and see. And for 
your sake, boy, there had better be 
something on the sand besides 
shells and dried sea noodles!” 

While barren of all vegetation 
save a little grass and a few hardy 
weeds, the beach was not devoid 
of wood. Gigantic logs cast 
ashore by the cold Samoria 
Current littered the sand and pro- 
truded from rocky outcroppings 
where they had been hurled by 
violent storms, interspersed 
among the unbranched, wcll-trav- 
eled forest giants were the 
whitening bones of demised sea 
creatures large and small: whales 
and serpents, birds and batwings, 
fish and stoneaters. From such 
bountiful detritus did the villagers 
recycle useful materials for their 
homes and barns. 

“There!” Colai pointed, but the 
gesture was unnecessary. 
Everyone saw the hungry drag- 
oncts circling over the spot. 

There were a dozen or more of 
the little black scavengers. Wings 
folded, another four or five sat on 
the sand picking at irregular 
lumps that on closer inspection 
resolved themselves into perhaps 
a dozen human figures. Ululating 
and waving their spears as they 


approached, the villagers fright- 
ened the carrion-eaters away. 
Hissing their displeasure, the 
raven dragonets rose into the 
transparent air on noisome, mem- 
branous wings, content for now to 
circle slowly overhead. They 
would wait. 

Truth to tell, if anything Colai 
had understated the matter. The 
bodies were more than passing 
strange. Just as he had claimed, 
several showed faces matted with 
hair, mostly black or brown but 
some as yellow as the gold that 
Morixis the Trader brought from 
the far southern mountains. The 
figures were clad in an excessive 
amount of clothing, all of it dyed 
overbright and some fashioned of 
cloth so fine it was soft as a little 
girl’s tears. 

On top of this barbaric display 
of color most also wore armor of 
heavy cured leather of a type 
unknown to Asab or any of the 
other village warriors. Scenes that 
showed men fighting with one 
another and strange animals and 
buildings were deeply embossed 
on breastplates and leggings. 
With so much weight to carry it 
was a wonder that any of them 
had been washed ashore. 

Asab and tw'o of his best war- ' 
riors knelt beside one man. With 
one exception, all the bodies on 
the beach were shorter and stock- 
ier than the average villager. They 
were also exclusively male. 

“See." Tucarak ran a finger 
along the dead man’s exposed 
cheek. It was cold with the damp 
of the sea and infused with deatli. 
“How smooth the skin is. How 
untouched.” With his other hand 
he traced the curving scar, a sign 
of manhood, that decorated his 
own cheek. 

“And how pale,” added a dis- 


approving Houlamu as he rose. 
“Who are these men. and where 
do they come from?” Raising his 
gaze, he squinted out to sea. 
Nothing was to be seen save the 
dark, chill water, not even a lin- 
gering cloud. There were only the 
endlessly rolling waves and the 
amazingly homogeneous deep 
blue of the morning sky. 

“Well, they are dead, and I am 
sure they would not want their 
dying to be wasted.” With that 
Asab ceremoniously began the 
salvaging of the deceaseds’ 
belongings, beginning with their 
curious apparel and assiduously 
examining every bulge and pock- 
et for anything, however foreign 
and exotic, that might prove use- 
ful to the village. 

“Can we safely eat them, do 
you suppose?” Tucarak held a 
blood-and-salt-water-soaked shirt 
up to the sun. “They look like 
men. So they should taste like 
men.” 

"Ho-yah,” agreed Asab. “We 
will let old Fhastal try a bit of leg. 
She wilt eat anything.” The chief 
chuckled softly. “If it does not kill 
her, we will know it is safe for the 
rest of us.” 

Houlamu contemplated the 
proposed dismemberment with 
distaste. “You can eat them if you 
wish. I only eat what I know. Or 
who I know.” He nudged another 
of the limp bodies roughly with 
the butt of his spear. 

“These are plumper folk than 
the Koipi or the Nalamhat.” As he 
spoke. Tucarak was tugging hard 
on the corpse's unusual footgear. 
It was much too awkward and 
heavy to be worn on Naumkib 
feet, of course, but cut into pieces 
it might provide the makings for a 
couple of pairs of serviceable san- 
dals. “If anything, 1 would think 


they would taste better than our 
neighbors.” 

While the chief and his war- 
riors debated the deceased visi- 
tants’ suitability for the cooking 
pot. other members of the tribe 
wandered up and down the water- 
line in search of other bodies. 
Among the searchers was a par- 
ticularly tall warrior, tall even for 
a Naumkib. whose somber aspect 
was the subject of much good- 
natured gibing among his peers. 
In response to the frequent jokes 
made at his expense, Etjole would 
always smile tolerantly and nod. 
He was not one to spoil the fun of 
his hunting companions even 
when he was the butt of their 
entertainment. 

“Help . . . me. . . .” 

The words were barely audi- 
ble, and for a moment Etjole 
Ehomba thought they were only 
subtle distortions of the surf- 
music, sprinkled upon his inno- 
cent ears like wind-blown foam. 
Having paused momentarily, he 
started to resume his walk, con- 
vinced he had heard nothing. 

“Please ... by whatever god 
you pray to . . . help me. . . .” 

Not foam, not wind, but the 
dying utterances of a man very 
like himself Halting, Ehomba 
looked northward along the shore 
with a tracker’s experienced eyes, 
sweeping the rocks and sand for 
signs of life. Eventually, he found 
it — or what was left of it. 

The man was younger than 
himself, sturdily built, and clad in 
die most elaborate garments any- 
one had yet seen on the bodies on 
the beach. His fine leather armor 
extended down to cover his upper 
arms and legs, but it had not been 
enough to preserve him. There 
was a great hole in his right side, 
through which glistening red 


flesh and pale white bone were 
clearly visible. Ehomba wondered 
how he had survived even this 
long with so deep a wound. It was 
ragged around the edges, clear 
evidence of a bite. Whatever had 
done it had bitten clean through 
the thick, tough armor. A big 
shark might have made such a 
wound, he knew. There were 
many sharks in the waters off- 
shore from the village. Yes, it 
might have been a shark — or 
something else. 

The man's hair was straight, 
shoulder length, and golden. Very 
different from the thick braids 
that were bound up in a tight 
bunch at the back of Ehomba’s 
neck. He marveled at the wispy 
strands. Leaning forward, he 
wiped sea slime and sand from 
the pallid face. At his kindly 
touch, the other’s eyes opened. 
They were a delicate, diluted 
blue, but not yet entirely dimmed, 
and they focused immediately on 
him. 

“You . . . who are . . . ?” 

“I am Etjole Ehomba, of the 
tribe of Naumkib. You and many 
others have been cast ashore on 
the beach below our village. Your 
companions are all dead.” His 
gaze flicked briefly over the cavi- 
ty in the younger man’s torso. 
“You are dying too. I know a little 
medicine, but not enough to help 
you. Not even the old wise 
women of the village could help 
what I see. It is too late.” 

The stranger's reaction was not 
what Ehomba expected. The 
man’s eyes grew suddenly, shock- 
ingly wide. Reaching up, he 
clutched the taller man’s wool 
overshirt and used it to pull his 
ruined, bleeding upper body off 
the sand until his face was only a 
foot away from that of his finder. 


In light of the terrible injury he 
had suffered, the effort of will 
required to accomplish this feat 
was nothing short of astonishing. 

Staring straight into Ehomba’s 
eyes, he hissed in his odd, uneven 
accent, “You must save her!” 

“Save her? Save who?” 
Ehomba’s bewildennent was 
absolute. 

“Her! The Visioness Themaryl 
of Lacondal” Remarkably, and 
with what invisible reserves of 
strength one could only imagine, 
the man was shaking Ehomba by 
the front of his overshirt. 

“I do not know of what, or of 
whom, you speak,” the herder 
responded gently. 

Exhausted by this ultimate 
physical exertion, the wounded 
stranger collapsed back on tlie 
sand. He was breathing more 
slowly now, and Ehomba could 
sense Death advancing fluidly 
across the surf, choosing as its 
avenue of approach, as it so often 
did, its friend the sea. 

“Know that I am Tarin 
Beckwith, son of Bewaryn 
Beckwith, Count of Laconda 
North. The Visioness Themaryl 
was my countess, or ray countess- 
to-be, until she was carried off by 
that pustulance that walks like a 
man and calls itself Hyrmieth the 
Possessed. Many” — he coughed 
raggedly, and blood spilled from 
his lips as from an overfull cup — 
“many of the sons and masters of 
the noble houses of Greater 
Laconda took a solemn oath never 
to rest until she was returned to us 
and her abductor punished. To my 
knowledge, I and my men were 
the only ones to track the mon- 
ster’s ship this far.” He paused, 
wheezing softly, praying for 
breath enough to continue. 

“There was a battle this morn- 


ing, on the sea. My men fought 
valiantly. But Hymneth is in 
league with the evils of otherness. 
He cavorts with them, delights in 
their company, and calls upon 
them to help defend his miserable 
seif. Against such foulness and 
depravity even brave men cannot 
always stand.” Once more the 
watery blue eyes, the life fading 
from them, fastened on Ehomba’s 
own. “T pass on the covenant to 
you, whoever you are. I charge 
you, on the departure of my soul, 
to save the innocent Themaryl 
and to restore her to the people of 
Laconda. With her abduction, the 
heart has gone out of that land, 
and all who dwell within it. I, 
Tarin Beckwith, place this on 
you.” 

Ehomba shook his head slowly 
as he gazed down at the stranger. 
“I am but a simple herder of cattle 
and harvester of fish, Tarin 
Beckwith.” He gestured with the 
tip of his spear. “And this is a 
poor man’s land, spare of people 
and resources. Not a place in 
which to raise annies. I would not 
even know which way to begin 
searching.” 

Raising himself off the sand 
with a second tremendous effort, 
Beckwith turned slightly at the 
waist and pointed. Sunlight glis- 
tened off his visible intestines. 
“To the northwest, across the sea. 
There! Having defeated the only 
ones capable of following him. 
Hymneth the depraved will feel 
safe in returning now to his home. 
I am told it lies in the fabled land 
of Ehl-Larimar, which is far to the 
west of Laconda. Seek him there, 
or find another who will.” Once 
more, clenching hands clawed at 
Ehomba’s simple attire. “You 
must do this, or the innocent 
Themaryl will be forever lost!” 


“You expect too much of me, 
stranger Beckwith. 1 have a fami- 
ly, and cattle to watch over and 
protect, and — ” 

Ehomba halted in midsentencc. 
His encumbrance delivered, the 
life force spent, the spirit ofTarin 
Beckwith of Laconda had at last 
fled his body. Gently but finnly, 
Ehomba disengaged the insensi- 
ble fingers from his shirt and laid 
the upper part of the destroyed 
body down upon the cool sand. It 
lay there, teal blue eyes staring 
blankly at the sky, as the herds- 
man rose. 

It would be a privilege, he 
knew, to consume a chop cut from 
the flank of so brave and dedicat- 
ed a man. When the time came for 
the sharing out of the food, he 
would make a point of making 
this claim to Asab. 

As to the dead man’s trust, 
there was nothing he could do 
about it, of course. He had spoken 
him the truth. There were family 
and herd and village responsibili- 
ties to look after. What matter to 
him the troubles and tribulations 
of a people from far away, or the 
carrying off of one woman? 

Suarb and Deloog came run- 
ning over. They were young men. 
not yet acknowledged elders, and 
they nodded to him respectfully 
as they knelt by the now motion- 
less form at his feet. There was 
excitement in their voices, and 
their eyes were alight with the 
pleasure to be found in something 
new. 

“Etjole, you found this one, but 
you do not take his belongings.” 
Suarb eyed him uncertainly while 
Deloog gazed at the heavily 
embossed leather armor, openly 
covetous. 

“No. 1 have no interest in such 


things. They are yours if you want 
them.” 

Elated at their good fortune, 
the two youths began to strip the 
body of useful material. As he 
yanked on a pants leg, Deloog 
watched the taller, older man curi- 
ously. 

“These are fine things, Etjole. 
Why do you not take them?” 

“I have been given something 
else, Deloog. Something I did not 
ask for and do not want, and I am 
not sure what to do with it.” 

The youths exchanged a 
glance. Ehomba was known for 
sitting and saying nothing for 
long periods of time, even when 
he was not guarding the herds. A 
peculiar man, for certain, but 
kindly and always helpful. The 
boys and girls of the village, and 
not a few of their parents, thought 
him peculiar, but nice enough in 
his own quiet fashion. 

So the two young men did not 
make fun of him behind his back 
as he walked away from them, up 
the beach toward a point of rocks. 
Besides, they were too excited by 
their booty. 

Working his way up into the 
rocks, Ehomba foimd a flat, dry 
place and sat down, positioning 
his spear in the crook of his right 
arm and resting his chin on his 
crossed forearms. Small waves 
broke themselves against the 
cool, gray stone. Farther up the 
coast, seals and merapes played in 
the surf, occasionally hauling out 
to dry themselves on the sun- 
warmed beach. The merapes 
would crack clams and abalone to 
share with the seals, who did not 
have the benefit of hands with 
which to manipulate rocks. 

Out there, somewhere, lay 
lands so distant he had never 
heard of them, exotic and alien. A 


place by the name of Laconda, 
and another called Ehl-Larimar. A 
woman being taken from one to 
the other against her will. A 
woman many men were willing to 
die for. 

Well, he already had a woman 
worth dying for, and two children 
growing up strong and healthy. 
Also cattle, and a few sheep, and 
the respect of his contemporaries. 
Who was he to go searching 
across half a world or more on 
behalf of people he did not know 
and who would probably laugh at 
his untutored ways and plain 
clothes if they saw him? 

But a brave and noble man had 
charged him with the duty as he 
lay dying. As it always did, the 
sight of the sea and the waves 
soothed Etjole. Yet he remained 
much troubled in mind. 

Half the day was done when 
finally he rose and started back to 
the village. All the bodies had 
been removed from the beach, 
leaving only the dark stains of 
blood to show where they had 
lain. Come high tide, the sea 
would cleanse the sand, as it 
cleansed everything else it 
touched. 

That night there was a solemn 
feast in honor of the strangers 
who had died on the shore below 
the village. Everyone partook of 
the cooking, and it was agreed 
without dispute that wherever 
they had come from, it was a land 
of plenty, for their flesh was 
sweet and uncomipted. As he ate 
of Tarin Beckwith, Ehomba pon- 
dered the unfortunate man’s final 
words until those around him 
could no longer ignore his deep 
concern. Not wishing to lay his 
melancholy on them, he excused 
himself from the company of bis 


wife and their friends, and sought 
out old Fhastal. 

He found her by herself off to 
one side of the central firepit, sit- 
ting cross-legged against a tired 
tree while chewing with some dif- 
ficulty on the remnants of a calf 
Though white as salt, her hair was 
fastened in neat braids that spilled 
down her back, and she had 
decked herself out for the evening 
in her finest beads and long strips 
of colored leather. She looked up 
at him out of her one good eye 
and smiled crookedly. The other 
eye, blinded in youth, gleamed 
chalky as milk. Given her few 
remaining teeth, it was no wonder 
she was finding the meat tough 
going. 

“Etjole! Come and sit with an 
old woman and we’ll give the 
young girls something to gossip 
about tomorrow!” Her grin fell 
away as she saw that his expres- 
sion was even more serious than 
usual. “You are troubled, boy. It 
clouds your face like smoke.” 

Crossing his own legs beneath 
him, he sat down beside her, wav- 
ing off her offer of meat, broiled 
squash, or bread. “I need your 
wisdom and your advice, Fhastal, 
not your food.” 

Nodding understandingly, she 
picked at a strip of gristle caught 
between her remaining back teeth 
as she listened to him tell of his 
encounter with the dying stranger 
on the beach. When he had fin- 
ished, she sat silent in contempla- 
tion for a long moment. 

“The stranger placed this bur- 
den on you as he lay dying?” 
When Ehomba nodded, she 
responded with a terse grunt. 
“Then you have no choice.” Idly 
she fingered the lightly browned 
slices of squash in her bowl. “Are 


you or are you not a man of con- 
viction?” 

“You know that 1 am, old 
woman.” 

“Yes, I do. So we both know 
what this means. You must finish 
this man’s work. One who dies in 
another’s arms is no longer a 
stranger. Like it or not, he bound 
himself to you, and in so doing, 
his mission was bound to you as 
well.” 

The man seated across from 
her sighed heavily. “That is also 
how 1 interpreted what happened, 
and it is what 1 feared. But what 
can [ do? 1 am only one. This 
Tarin Beckwith had mmiy war- 
riors with him, and they were not 
enough to save him or allow him 
to succeed.” 

Fhastal sat a little straighten 
“They were not Naumkib. They 
were from outside the stable 
world.” 

He was not persuaded. “They 
were still men. That is all that I 
am.” 

“No it is not.” A gnarled fist the 
color of spoiled leather punched 
him several times in the upper 
arm. “You arc Etjole Ehoraba, 
herder, fishennan, father, warrior, 
and tracker. The best tracker in 
the village. Can you not track that 
which is not seen as well as that 
which is?” 

“That is not so great a skill. 
Tucarak can do it, and so can 
Jeloba.” 

“But not as good as you, boy. 
You know that you must do this 
thing?” 

“Yes, yes. Because this Tarin 
Beckwith, whom I do not know, 
put it on me as he died. This is not 
fair, Fhastal.” 

She snorted, her nose twitch- 
ing. “Fate rarely is. If you want 


me to, I will explain it to 
Mirhanja.” 

“No.” He uncrossed his legs 
preparatory to rising. “T am her 
husband, and it is my responsibil- 
ity. 1 will tell her. She will not 
take it well.” 

“Mirhanja is a good woman. 
Give her more credit. She under- 
stands honor and obligation.” She 
fumbled a slice of fried pumpkin 
into her mouth. “How old is your 
boy?” 

“Daki will be fourteen years 
next month.” 

Fhastal nodded approvingly. 
“Old enough to do a turn or two 
looking after the herd in your 
stead. Time he started doing 
something useful. The little girl 
will have a harder time accepting 
this, but her tears will pass.” 
Reaching down, she removed one 
of the many colorful fetishes that 
hung in bunches around her neck. 
It was a fine carving of a woman, 
done in the shiny gray horn of a 
stelegath. As he leaned forward, 
she slipped the cord from which it 
hung over his head. 

“There! Now I can go with 
you. 1 have seen the Unstable 
Lands in my dreams, and now I 
can travel with you to see them in 
person.” 

He smiled fondly as he studied 
the figurine hanging from its cord 
of sisal fiber. “You mean that this 
image can go with me.” 

“Oh no, big handsome!” She 
cackled gleefiilly. “It is the image 
you are speaking to right now, the 
image that the village children 
make fun of and call names 
behind my back.” She pointed to 
the necklace. “That is the real 
me.” 

For just an instant, he thought 
he saw something in her blind 
eye. Something flickering, and 


alive. But it was only a trick of the 
weak light, distorted by the cook 
fire. 

“I will carry it as an amulet,” 
he assured her, not wanting to 
hurt her feelings. Fhastal meant 
well, but she was a little crazy. 
“So that it will bring me tuck.” 

“If you’d carry it somewhere 
else on your body, it might bring 
me luck.” She laughed madly 
again. “1 hope that it will, Etjole.” 
She made shooing motions at 
him, like a mother hen guiding 
one of her brood of chicks. “Now 
then — go and see to your wife, so 
that you may lie with her before 
you leave. Make your farewells to 
your children. And be sure to stop 
by Likulu’s house. She and the 
other women will gather some 
small things to give you to take on 
your journey. Meet me tomorrow 
by the stone lightning and 1 will 
set you on your way. I can do no 
more than that.” 

He straightened. “Thank you, 
Fhastal. With luck, I may be able 
to return this woman to her people 
and return home in a month or 
two.” 

He did not believe it as he 
spoke it, but that did not matter. 
Fhastal did not believe it either. 
Without discussion, they chosd to 
connive in the illusion. 

End of Part 1 
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